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Through The Blue Door 
Comes A Woman's Life 


By Catherine de Hueck 


Her hair was white. Snow white. But her deep blue 
eyes were young, with eternal merry youth. She was well 


dressed, looked like a school teacher 


or a nurse. She 


walked through the Blue Door quietly yet firmly, as if 
she had a definite purpose in mind, and asked for me in 
a clear musical voice untouched by the years that had 


left deep marks on her face. 

Sitting across from me at 
my desk, she stated her pur- 
pose tersley and simply. She 
was a retired school teacher. 
She lived on her pension. 
She had saved a modest sum 
— the only extra money she 
had — which she had plan- 
ned to give to an Order (to 
have Masses said for the 
repose of her soul). She was 
an orphan, had no kith or 
kin, and wanted to be sure 
that someone prayed for her 
after death. 

Hi, Aunt Dilly! 

BUT ...she had heard me 
lecture the day before, and 
she decided to give us the 
money to use for our work 
for interracial justice. It was 
not much, but it was all she 
had. Strongly she felt that 
Christ in the Negro, whom 
she now saw clearly and 
wanted to help passionately, 
would look after her soul. 

It was then that I first 
noticed the simplicity of her 
attire, the quiet shabbiness 
of her garments. 


The elderly face was seri- 
ous, intent; but the young 
eyes smiled joyfully, bring- 
ing into the room the sound 
of gladness — of alleluias 
mute and distant. 

I accepted the offer grate- 
fully, knowing that I was 
privileged to see a miracle 
of great grace. For love of 
God that gives itself and all 
it possesses, so generously, is 
a grace beyond reckoning. 


Quietly she made the 
cheque out. She handed it to 
me, and was about to take 
her farewell, when 1 sug- 
gested that she stay with us 
for supper. That was the 
beginning of a long associ- 
ation between Aunt Dilly 
and us. She became a Vol- 
unteer in Friendship House. 
Harlem, changing and rest- 
less in those days, knew her 
well. 

Children followed her lov- 
ingly begging for stories, 
which she told with infinite 
skill. She had the power of 
keeping the young ones sit- 
ting still and absorbed for 
hours. 

Youth came to her with all 
its heartaches, and nick- 
named her Aunt Dorothy 
Dix of F.H. 

Adults of various years 
came to her with their joys 
and sorrows. All she had to 
do was to walk through the 
Blue Door. Then word would 
spread through the teeming 
street that Aunt Dilly was 
at F.H., and all sorts of 
people would flock to talk 
to her. 





A Lay Missionary 

Quietly, unobtrusively, 
she brought many back to 
the Sacraments, and straigh- 
tened out marriage after 
marriage. She seemed never 
to be tired; always willing. 

She had a little side job. 
She was a graphologist. She 
read handwriting for banks 
and department stores, in 
their personel departments. 
She read all our handwrit- 
ing too, telling each of us 
our characteristics, weak- 
nesses, and strengths. She 
never made a mistake. 

Once, seeing a letter of 
mine on the desk, and one 
of Eddie Doherty, who had 
just discovered Friendship 
House, she calmly remarked 
that, objectively speaking, 
the man who wrote that 
note and I would make an 
ideal married couple. Our 
handwriting revealed a com- 
plementing of one another, 
She said. A year later I was 
married to Eddie. Aunt Dilly 
proved to be right again. 

One day we heard she was 
sick. No visitors permitted. 
Then she died. Half of Har- 
lem, and all Friendship 
House, was at her funeral. 
Many priests whom she got 
to know in our movement 
were there too. And all of 
them remembered her shin- 
ing soul in their Masses. 

Aunt Dilly lives on in the 
heart of many. She lives on 
in our hearts and in our 
prayers. “For a cup of cold 
water given in His name. . 
He will repay a hundred- 
fold.” 





In Your Charity 








Things are pretty good 
this year in the U.S.A. and 
Canada, it seems. But they 
are pretty bad in India. 

Fr. Peter Tonello, S.D.B., 
St. John Bosco Shrine, Cher- 
rapunji P.O., Assam, India, 
writes of his orphans who 
must stay wet and cold at 
night, for they have to sleep 
on a bare floor in the Mis- 
sion House—“in the wettest 
place in the world.” If you 
could send him a few dollars 
he could put up a house for 
his ragged and _ sick little 
children — and possibly he 
could buy them some rice 
too. 
And Mother Mary Paula 
of the Ursuline Convent, 
Rengarih P.O., Via Simdega, 
Ranchi Dt. Bihar, India, 
writes of two famines—last 
year’s and this year’s — and 
of children who must starve 
to death if you forget them. 





She needs not only money, 
but foodstuffs, clothing, re- 
ligious articles, papers, 
books, and anything else. 

“When sending parcels,” 
she says, “please remember 
that we must pay, as cus- 
toms duty, half the amount 
of the value you put on the 
parcel. Some value must be 
mentioned, otherwise par- 
cels are opened and exam- 
ined. Kindly also put the 
words “Of no commercial 
value” on your parcels, and 
“for charitable distribu- 
tion.” 

Your dead hands will take 
to heaven only what you 
have given away in charity 
to the least of these, Christ’s 
brethren. God bless you. 





Our Lady Speaks 


By Alice Kelly 











I have a chapel all my own, 
Dim lights and softened hue, 
I love it dearly when alone 
But I love it more with you. 


As hostess to our Lord and 
King, 

I greet you when you come. 

Bring me your joys, let me 
share your smiles, 

Bring your heart when it’s 
sad and numb. 


I shall not question, wel- 
come guest, 

If you have lost or won, 

As I gently lead you up to 
Him, 

For the Spotless Host, my 
Son. 


Remember 


Listen To The Pope 

Pope Pius XII, in a radio 
address on November 24th, 
1946, said: “May the youth 
— American youth always 
so ready and eager to throw 
themselves wholeheartedly 
into every worthy and noble 
venture, for whom obstacles 
are but a challenge to their 
courage — may they seize 
the torch of faith, lighted 
by you Saints in the wilder- 
ness, and carry it full-flam- 
ing to the ends of the earth, 
until all men may see and 
know Jesus Christ, the Di- 
vine Master Who has loved 
them with an eternal love, 
Whom you, O blessed mar- 
tyrs, now contemplate with 
ineffable joy.” 

These two laymen belong- 
ed to a group which in the 
old French were termed 
“donnés,” that is, men given. 
Historians tell us they were 
not religious of the Order to 
which they attached them- 
selves, but laymen who, from 
motives of zeal, gave them- 
selves to the missionaries to 
be employed as they saw fit. 
Saint René did, however, 
consecrate himself with vows 
only a few days before his 
death. 

I think it would be best to 
let a Saint tell of a Saint. 
Therefore, the story of Saint 
René Goupil is hereby told 
in the exact words of Saint 
Isaac Jogues. 

Listen To A Saint 

“On the second day of our 
journey, some of our men 
discovered on the_ shore 
fresh tracks of people who 
had passed there . . . without 
knowing whether or not 
they were enemies. Eustace 
Ahatsistari (a Huron lead- 
er) famous and experienced 
in war, believes them en- 
emies. ‘But however strong 
they may be deemed,’ he 
says, ‘they are not more than 
three canoes; and therefore 
we have nothing to fear.’ 
We then continue the journ- 
ey. 
Teput a mile beyond, we 
meet them to the number of 
seventy concealed in 
grass and woods. They sud- 
denly surround us, and fire 
their arquebuses, but with- 
out wounding us. The Hur- 
ons, terrified, abandon the 
canoes, and many flee to 
the deepest part of the 
woods. 

We were left alone, we four 
Frenchmen, with a few other 
Christians and catechumens 
to the number of twelve or 
fourteen. 

“Having commended 
themselves to God, they 
stand on the defensive; but, 





being quickly overwhelmed 


Lay Saints 


On 26th Of This Month 


By Rev. J. T. Callahan 


Lay Apostles, if you are looking for patrons, what 
about Saint René Goupil and Saint John LaLande? 

Both were laymen extraordinary, 
saints — the strong right arm of the Church three cen- 
turies ago—though we are more familiar with their com- 
panions, the Jesuit Martyrs of Midland and Auriesville. 


martyrs and 


by numbers, and a French- 
man named René Goupil, 
who was fighting among the 
first, being captured with 
some Hurons, they ceased 
from the defense. 

“I, who was _ barefoot, 
would not and could not 
flee — not willing, more- 
over, to forsake a French- 
man, and the Hurons who 
were . . . without baptism. 
I therefore stayed alone at 
the place where the skirm- 
ish had occurred, and sur- 
rendered myself to the man 
who was guarding the pris- 
oners that I might be made 
their companion in their 
perils, as I had been on the 
journey. 

Thanks To God 

“He was amazed at what 
I did, and approached, not 
without fear, to place me 
with them. I forthwith re- 
joiced with the Frenchman 
over the grace which the 
Lord was showing us: I 
roused him in constancy, 
and heard him in confes- 
sion. 

“After the Hurons had 
been instructed in the Faith, 
I baptized them; and as the 
number increased, my occu- 
pation of instructing and 
baptizing them also increas- 
ed. There was finally led in, 
among the captives, the 
valiant Eustace Ahatsistari, 
a Christian Huron, who see- 
ing me, said ‘I praise God 
that He has granted me 
what I so much desired, to 
live and die with thee.’ 

“I knew not what to 
answer, being oppressed 
with compassion, when Wil- 
liam Cousture also came up, 
who had come with me from 
the Hurons. This man, see- 
ing the impossibility of 
longer defending himself, 
had fled with the others in- 
to the forests; and as he was 
a young man not only of 
courageous disposition, but 
strong in body, and fleet in 
running, he was already out 
of the grasp of the one who 
was pursuing him. But, hav- 
ing turned back, and seeing 
that I was not with him, ‘I 
will not forsake,’ he said to 
himself, ‘my dear Father 
alone in the hands of en- 
emies’; and immediately re- 
turning to the barbarians 
he had of his own accord 
become a prisoner. 

To Serve God 


“Oh! that he had never 
taken such a resolution! It 
is no consolation in such 
cases to have companions of 
one’s misfortunes. But who 
can prevent the sentiment 
of charity? Such is the feel- 





ing toward us of those lay- 
(Continued from Page Three) 
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WHERE LOVE IS—GOD IS 


Strange is our world; strange and for the most 
part sad. For man has seen the face of pain and 
sorrow in this generation, clearer than perhaps, at 
any other time of human history. Few are today the 
cities, the villages, the hamlets that have not seen 
ruin and death, nor heard the loneliest sound on 
earth — that of a child crying for its mother who 
will not hear. 


Loneliness too is the mark of this generation. 
Loneliness and fear. It is a part of time, that seems 
suspended betwixt and between — a time when each 
can ask the other —- QUO VADIS — ? Where goeth 
thou? And none has the answer. 


There is no peace. Nor is there war. Yet men 
kill each other, now here, now there. And over the 
whole world hangs a heavy curtain behind which 
Satan reigns. No one is “outside” of it. Because all 
feel its heavy smothering folds either softly touch 
one, as a passing shadow, or enfold others in its kill- 
ing embrace. 


Men are uneasy because men are unsure of 
themselves, of life, of today, and of tomorrow. There 
is a greyness and emptiness to life, that everyone 
seeks to fill with whatever filler suits him . . . yet none 
has the answer. Restless and insecure, man _ tries 
to forget — and in trying, remembers better than 
ever... that there seems to be no answer to the vital 
question that each man MUST answer or lose mind 


and soul. QUO VADIS? 


Perhaps the answer lies so deep within the 
’ soul of each of us that few have the courage to un- 
dertake the journey inward that would make us 
whole again . . . whole enough to face the abyss be- 
tween a dying civilization and an unborn one, to find 
a way to cross that abyss, and help both to “deliver’ 
that unborn child from the womb of time and turn 
its face to the Eternal Light. Who alone can baptize 
it and make it thrive in love and peace. 


How then to begin that journey inward? How 





to conquer fears? Slay insecurity? Tear the heavy 
smothering curtain of Satan’s making that we today 
_ gall “iron and bamboo curtains”? How to clean the 
horrors it has begotten? How bring into this twilight 
world of ours the light of God’s Face . . . and His 
peace which no one can take away from us? 


Simple! Ask the help of Mary, the Mother of 
God, whose heart was pierced with the seven swords 
of sorrow. September 15th is the feast of Our Lady 
of Dolors. Tradition has it they were seven. But what 
matter numbers? Miriam, the Mother of Jesus, knew 
every note of the symphony of sorrow. None was 


alien to Her. 


Poverty lived with Her. Fear and insecurity 
journeyed with Her to Egypt. A dark curtain of for- 
boding grew as the Child grew. No torture of con- 
centration camps equalled the torture Her Son un- 
derwent. She watched each step of His way to 
Calvary . . . and stood under the Cross until Her 
hands touched His cold dead face. 


Let us go to Mary, the Mother of the Man of 
Sorrows ... and ask Her to lead us to peace, to joy, 
to the way across any abyss, to the today that is 
secure and to the tomorrow that is filled with love. 


She, the Gate . . . who knows all Sorrows... 
will lead us to the source of all joy .. . HER SON — 
THE WAY TO THE FATHER. 














Six New Staff 
Workers and 
14 Slaves of Mary 


By Eddie Doherty 

It took Madonna House 
twice as long to celebrate 
the feast of St. Anne this 
year as it did last. The reas- 
on lies in the lectures given 
to the students of the Sum- 
mer School of Catholic Act- 
ion by Fr. Roger M. Charest, 
the editor of the_“Queen of 
All Hearts” magazine. 

Alt week Father spoke on 
the Secret of Mary, on True 
Devotion to Mary, on _ the 
ideals of slavery to Mary, as 
introduced by St. Louis 
Marie de Montfort. 

Fourteen New Slaves 

And, as one result, four- 
teen listeners made their 
consecration to the Imma- 
culate mother of God. That 
and knelt in the soft sandy 
is, they gave her everything 
they Had, and would have, 
in exchange for everything 
she could and would give 
them. They bound them- 
selves to God, through her, 
for this life and the eternity 
that follows— meaning they 
bound themselves forever to 
illimitable power, beauty, 
wisdom, joy, and grace. 

Across a long _ rustic 
bridge from Madonna House 
lies an island we have called 
the Isle of Patmos. There, 
facing Madonna House, is 
a beautiful log structure— 
built a few years ago — 
which we have named St. 
Catherine’s. It is a hermi- 
tage for priests. ° 

Near this log house is a 
new shrine. It was con- 
structed by many _ people. 
Fifty or more men and wom- 
en were concerned in it. Our 
Indian neighbor, Moise 
Franswa, gave us an old 
rowboat for the purpose. We 
cut it in half and stood it 
upright, with a cross on top 
of its sky-pointing prow. We 
built a sort of garden a- 
round and about it, with 
logs and rocks to give it both 
atmosphere and solid sub- 
stance. Then we painted it 
blue and red. Blue for Our 
Lady, and red for her 
Spouse, the Holy Ghost. 
When all was completed we 
placed therein the glisten- 
ing white statue of St. Anne 
and her little girl. Red, white 
and blue! 

A Quiet Holy Hour 

The shrine was dedicated 
by Rev. Fr. John T. Callahan 
early in the evening of July 
26th, St. Anne’s feast day. 

Two candles were set up, 
in massive brass holders, 
one on either side of the 
shrine. And they were set 
ablaze as the long proces- 
sion from Madonna House 
started across the _ bridge, 
led by Fr. Callahan. 

They came, like so many 
pilgrims, singing a Latin 
song in honor of Our Lady, 
and gathered quietly in a 
semi-circle about the shrine. 
Fr. Charest had finished his 
work and gone away from 
the vicinity, but there were 
four other priests present at 
the, ceremony. And _ there 
was also, incidentally, a nun 
who was celebrating - the 
42nd anniversary of her en- 
trance into the _ religious 
life. 

Father Callahan, after he 
had blessed the shrine, ask- 
ed those to come forward 
who were to make their con- 
secration. Seven answered, 
soil. 

Sleepy birds were protest- 
ing, in the trees, that they 
did not want to go to bed. 
It was too wonderful an 
evening. The sun’s_ colors 
were still in the sky. The 
winds were soft and sooth- 





ing. Motor boats going up 





and down the blue Mada- 
waska made a sort of dron- 
ing noise, nothing at all like 
a lullaby for tired birds. 
Seven Not Too Late 

The steeple of the Church 
of the Sacred Heart stood 
up, brilliant and stark, a- 
cross a_ great stretch of 
water, lending an added 
touch of grandeur to the 
occasion, and some could see 
its reflection thrust deep 
into the still current of the 
river. 

One by one the seven 
made _ their consecration, 
gave themselves as slaves to 
Jesus in Mary. And then the 
Rosary was said, another 
hymn was sung, the candles 
were blown out, and_ the 
procession recrossed the 
bridge to a joyful and 
thoughtful Sunday night. 

There were some, how- 
ever, who had been at 
Cormac, paying honor to St. 
Anne at her shrine there. 
They did not return until 
late, and they were dis- 
appointed to think they had 
been “left out.” 

It had been arranged that 
six staff worker applicants 
of Madonna House were to 
make their first promise of 

ility on Monday, July 

h. It was easy to include 
the new “slaves of Mary” in 
the schedule. 

The six applicants — Miss 
Georgia Brown, Miss Fran- 
coise de Castro, Miss Cath- 
erine Maynard, Mr. James 
Murphy, Mrs. Kathleen 
O’Herrin, and Miss Frances 
Pasqua, had spent Sunday, 
St. Anne’s day, as a day of 
recollection, under the guid- 
ance of Father James Kauf- 
man. 

Now There Are Twelve 

It was not until late Mon- 
day that they became full- 
fledged Staff Workers. 

Shortly before six o’clock 
the great bell of Madonna 
House began to ring out 
happily. Fifty or sixty people 
piled into automobiles, or 
rowboats — or walked down 
the road — and went to the 
parish church. The six can- 
didates knelt at the com- 
munion rail, and in the 
presence of Frs. Callahan 
and Kaufman, promised to 
remain for one year as staff 
workers in Madonna House. 

ENS oa do hereby simp- 
ly promise that I will serve 
for one year from this date 
in my present status as a 
Staff Worker in the Lay 
Apostolate of Friendship 
House, Canada. I desire to 
place this offering of self at 
the feet of the heavenly 
Father, through the Immac- 
ulate Heart of my Mother, 
and the Sacred Heart of my 
Lord.” 

When the last one had 
made the promise, and sign- 
ed it — and some had to 
steady their hands before 
they signed, it was such a 
solemn, sacred moment — 
seven other young people 
came forward to consecrate 
themselves as Slaves of 
Mary! 

Fr. Charest had done well 
for his Lady in her house in 


Combermere. 


% P 
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The B’s Corner { 


The other day a good 
priest stopped by to visit 
and, as usual, the conversa- 
tion turned to the Lay Apos- 
tolate of Catholic Action. 

The priest asked what I 
considered the most import- 
ant part of the apostolate. 
Instantaneously I answered 
that SPIRITUAL DIRECT- 
ION, personal spiritual di- 
rection of the lay apostles, 
was THE MOST IMPORT- 
ANT PART. 

Laity On The March 

I went on to explain that 
the laity in the North 
American Continent was 
coming of age; that many 
new apostolates were being 
born; that in answer to the 
pleas of the Holy Pontiffs, 
the laity ‘truly was on the 
laity truly was on _ the 
march; that the specialized 
apostolates were quite clear 
on the matter of the definit- 
ion of CATHOLIC ACTION 
(CATHOLIC ACTION IS 
THE PARTICIPATION OF 
THE LAITY IN THE APOS- 
TOLATE OF THE HIER- 
ARCHY. IT IS TRAINED 
ACTION, GROUP ACTION, 
ORGANIZED ACTION, AND 
MANDATED ACTION), that 
such lay apostolic groups, 
Friendship House for one, 
all came by the invitation 
of the Ordinary of a Diocese, 
all had moderators, and, if 
they published newspapers, 
all asked and got, from their 
Ordinaries, a censor, thus 
protecting themselves from 
any dangers to faith and 
morals and obediently fol- 
lowing the instruction of the 
Holy Father, expressed in 
1951 at the Lay Congress of 
C.A. in Rome: “C.A. WORKS 
AS FOLLOWS — ALL BY 
THE LAITY, NOTHING 
WITHOUT A PRIEST.’ 

So far so good, I said, but 
now we come to a most im- 
portant point, the soul of 
the apostolate is the sanc- 
tity of its members. 

Let There Be Love 

The first step is the “re- 
form of self” of its members, 
then the reform of the 
world, through the acquir- 
ing, by the individuals of 
that flaming charity that is 
sanctity, and that spills it- 
self in sacrifice and service 
to neighbor in one or many 
of the thousands of ways the 
social apostolate of the 
Church demands. 

BUT FIRST — it must 
burn with love of God. To 
love God, passionately, utter- 
ly, as He desires to be loved, 
means death to self — 
through the perfect prac- 
tices or observance of the 
Commandments, Beatitudes, 
and Counsels of Perfection, 
in spirit, or under promises 
of vows, as the case may be. 

This travelling on the 
Royal Road to Christ — for 
that is what it amounts to— 
is not easy. The road is nar- 
row, and the foe loves to 
confuse the lonely traveller, 
loves to change sign posts, 
and sends fogs to cross 
roads. 

The Church, loving moth- 
er that she is, from her very 
birth realized these dangers, 
and with the passing of cen- 
turies, produced the perfect 
answer for them ...A 
GUIDE ... one well versed 
in all the pitfalls and all the 
turns and twists ... a 
PERSONAL SPIRITUAL 
DIRECTOR. He, knowing 
well, the soul he _ directs, 
leads her to her supreme 
goal, the Beatific Vision. 

A lay apostolic group of 
Catholic Actioneers, or even 
lonely Lay Apostles, have 
nothing to fear, and will 
grow in wisdom and grace, 

(Continued on Page Three) 
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In Memoriam 


By Roerich Kearney 











Her name was Grace Flew- 
welling. She was the oldest 
staff worker in the Lay 
Apostolate of Friendship 
House. And she died here, 
in Madonna House, the 
foundation of the Canadian 
Province of that apostolate, 
two years ago, on August 8. 

I came here two years ago, 
but had to return to New 
York. Before I left, I told 
Miss Flewwelling I would 
come back. I made the 
promise because she asked 
me to. She didn’t think I 
meant it. I flew from Ot- 
tawa to New York, and re- 
turned to Combermere. Miss 
Flewwelling was agreeably 
surprised. The only reason 
I came back was because I 
had given her my word. 

Before the end of the 
week “Flewy,” as we called 
her, died in the arms of a 
priest. Before her body was 
cold the sacred oils were 
brought to the house 
and she was anointed. 

Our Lady has wrought 
wonders here in the years 
since “Flewy” died. There 
was only one other staff 
worker here at the time, be- 
sides Mr. and Mrs. Doherty. 
Today there are twelve. Ad- 
ditional property has been 
bought. A new building, St. 
Martha’s, has been erected 
as an office for their pub- 
lication, Restoration, and as 
a dormitory for the women 
staff workers. A_ beautiful 
cabin was purchased, and is 
used for the exclusive use of 
priests. A chapel is being 
erected, and is to be official- 
ly opened December 8th. It 
is dedicated to the Immacu- 
late Conception. 

Madonna House is a holy 
place, where strange things 
of the spirit happen. And 
why should they not? Mr. 
and Mrs. Doherty are both 
slaves of Mary — and I am 
to become a slave next Sat- 
urday, the feast of Our 
Lady’s Assumption. 

Two of the staff workers 
are scheduled to open a 
second foundation of the 
Canadian province, in the 
Yukon Terrirtory this com- 
ing Spring. And Mrs. Do- 
herty has received invita- 


tions to open additional 
foundations in other dio- 
ceses. 


It is amazing all this has 
transpired since Grace Flew- 
welling died, including my 
being here now. 


Exaltation 
Of The Cross 


September 14th 


The Cross!! 

Saving help to mankind; 

Bulwark of faith; 

Encouragement to good 
works; 

Consolation, 

Protection and shield 
against the cruel darts 
of the enemy. 

Symbol of salvation; 

Redemption to souls; 

Fortress of support; 

Standard of battle; 

Pillar of hope; 

Defense in adversity; 

Service in prosperity; 

Victory amid enemies; 

A guard in cities; 

Protection in the country; 

A prop in homes; 

Seal of His Passion; _ 

Stumbling block of His 
enemies; 

Perpetual banner of victory 
To his beloved; 

Memorial of His victory 
And our redemption; — 

The glorious sign of Christ’s 
love! 

(Roman Ritual 
For the blessing of a Cross) 

















The Second Station 
Of The Cross, 


By Catherine 





The wood was rough— 
As wood is often wont to 
Be— 

To His wounded 
Hands. 

The whip 

Had kissed them 

Too, while 

They were 

Tied high 

Over His head 

On the whipping 
Post. 


Splinters of it 
Entered into 

The little wounds 
Of His palms 
And made them 
Burn! . 


The wood felt 
Heavy. 

It was a big, 
Hastily put— 
Together Cross— 
Uneven. 

It did not 

Matter much. 

It was but a gibbet 
TO DIE ON. 





REMEMBER LAY SAINTS 





(Continued from Page One) 
men who, without any world- 
ly interest, serve God and 
aid us in our ministrations 
among the Hurons. This one 
had slain one of the most 
prominent among the en- 
emies; he was_ therefore 
treated most cruelly. They 
stripped him naked, and, 
like mad dogs, tore off his 
nails with their teeth, bit 
his fingers, and pierced his 
right hand with a javelin; 
but he suffered it all with 
invincible patience re- 
membering the nails of the 
Savior, as he told me after- 
ward. 

“IT embraced him with 
great affection, and exhort- 
ed him to offer to God those 
pains for himself and for 
those who tormented him. 
But those executioners, al- 
though admiring me at the 
beginning, soon afterward 
grew fierce, and assailing me 
with their fists and with 
knotty sitcks, left me half 
dead on the ground, and a 
little later, having carried 
me back to where I was, 
they also tore off my nails, 
and bit with their teeth my 





Then too, He 

Was weak... 

From loss of blood. 
The day was hot. 
The wounds opened, 
Sticking wetly 

To His clothes. 

The transverse beam 
Ate into His 
Shoulder and 
Back, 

As sins do 

Into souls. 
Sinless, 

He knew 

The bite of sin— 
Its weight. 
THEN. 


Yet joy 

Sang in Him! 

He hugged the wood, 
And loved its 

Weight, 

As women love 

The weight of 

The beloved, 

Or mothers 

The weight of the child 
In the womb. 


For this 

He came 

Unto this earth, 
For this— 


THE CROSS, 

A KEY 

THAT WOULD 
UNLOCK THE DOOR 
OF HEAVEN 

TO HIS BELOVED ... 
THE SOUL OF MAN. 


Gently He laid 

His gashed 

And bleeding cheek 
Against the rough 
Unplaned wood; 

And, staggering 
Beneath its 
Crushing weight ... 
HE SMILED. 





two forefingers, causing me 


incredible pain. They did 
the same to René Goupil— 
leaving unharmed the Hur- 
ons who were made slaves.” 
Layman and Priest 

Thus was this intrepid 
layman captured. But more 
of the same was to follow 
when the captives approach- 
ed the Mohawk village 
where Auriesville now is. 
Here they. were subjected to 
similar cruelty and forced’ 
to run the gauntlet. While 
some were put to death, our 
Saint Isaac writes: “ ...in 
the case of René and myself, 
because we were not strong, 
the final decision was not 
taken, but they left us to- 
gether, as it were, in a free 
slavery. 

“Therein, as_ being half 
idle, we began to feel more 
keenly the pains of unheal- 
ed wounds, irritated by a 
thousand annoying little 
creatures from which our 
mutilated fingers did not 
permit us to defend our- 
selves. W,e observed by 
necessity more than conven- 
ience that aphorism ‘the 
food is not good for the sick,’ 
especially René who was not 
accumstomed to the corn 
without salt.” 

However, not long after, 
in spite of overtures for their 
release from neighboring 
Dutch colonists, we _ read, 
“René and I having gone 
back, and been warned of 
the danger, we withdrew 
without toward a hill, in 
order to perform our devo- 
tions with more liberty; we 
offered our lives to God and 
began the Rosary of the 
Blessed Virgin. 

The Presentation 

“We were at the fourth 
decade when we met two 
young men, who command- 


ed us to return to the village. 
‘This encounter,’ I said to 
René, ‘is not auspicious. Let 
us commend ourselves tu 
God and to the Blessed Vir- 
gin.’ In fact, at the gate of 
the village one of these two 
draws a hatchet, which he 
has kept concealed, and 
strikes René’s head with it. 
He fell, half dead, but re- 
membered, according to the 
agreement made _ between 
us, to invoke the most Holy 
Name of Jesus, in order to 
obtain indulgence. 

“TI, expecting a like blow, 
uncover myself, and cast 
myself on my knees; but the 
barbarian, having left me a 
little time thus, commanded 
me to rise, say’ng he had 
not permission to kill me, as 
I was under the protection 
of another family. I then 
arise and give the last ab- 
solution to my dear com- 
panion, who still breathed, 
but whose life the barbarian 
finally took away with two 
more blows. He was _ not 
more than thirty-five years 
of age; he was a man of un- 
usual simplicity and inno- 
cence of life, of invincible 
patience, and very conform- 
able to the Divine Will.” 

Here then are the qualities 
for imitation in Saint René 
Goupil, layman, _ martyred 
for the faith on September 
29th, 1642. 

And Now It’s St. John 

There is the other saint, 
John LaLande. Four years 
later, in 1646, we find this 
layman returning to the 
Iroquois villages with the 
same saintly Father Jogues. 
Though a peace had been 
concluded, the two stal- 
warts, and some Hurons, 
ventured back into the terri- 
tory that had already claim- 
ed Christian blood. 

They were waylaid by 
members of the Bear Clan, 
stripped, and __ill-treated. 





Though the other clans did 
all they could to protect the 
prisoners, the Bear family 
insisted on killing them. 

Traitorously, same _ of 
them invited Jogues to a 
meal, on October 18th, 1646. 
They tomahawked him as 
he entered the cabin. The 
next day John LaLande met 
the same fate, and their 
severed heads adorned the 
palisade poles facing the 
route over which they had 
come; while their bodies 
were tossed into the flowing 
waters of the Mohawk 
River. 

Jesus Christ told _ us, 
through the Apostles, that 
no greater love doth man 
have than to lay down his 
life for his friends. The 
Apostles of Jesus proved His 
words, and the measure of 
their love, by their deaths 
in martyrdom. 

Saint René and Saint 
John, as lay apostles, also 
corresponded to this highest 
grace. Consequently = all 
other lay apostles have the 
right to ask of them the 
graces they need for living 
the law oi love to the full, 
and especially on their feast 
day, September the twenty- 
sixth. 


THE B’S CORNER 








(Continued from Page Two) 
if they have such a spiritual 
director, each their individ- 
ual one working toward the 
same end. 

To Each His Own 

However, the theory may 
be clear, but the practice is 
far from realization. And 
today the need for priests 
willing to take on the 
spiritual direction of the 
laity is, alas, infinitely small, 
especially when one comes 
to the rather specialized di- 
rection of the membership 





of Lay Apostolic groups en- 


gaged in Catholic Action. 
Until such priests are forth- 
coming, the deep wells of 
Spiritual life, from which 
millions of thirsty souls de- 
sire to drink, will remain 
untapped. 

The North American Con- 
tinent is unfamiliar with 
this concept. I know. Thous- 
ands of lay people pass 
through our Friendship 
Houses through the year. I 
have spoken to many of 
them on the subject. And I 
have discussed it in my 
many Trans-American _lec- 
tures. Astonishment, _ be- 
wilderment, greets me when 
I broach the subject. How 
does one go about it? That 
is one of the first questions. 
Why is it needed? That is 
the second. 

Father Leo Trese, who was 
the lecturer for our Family 
Week this Summer (we had 
some ninety people at it), 
stated that this problem, 
vital as it truly is, could be 
settled only on the Semin- 
ary level, where young men 
could be specially trained in 
Ascetical and Mystical The- 
ology as it pertains to the 
domain of direction of souls. 

All this I told the visiting 
priest. All this and much 
more. But wheresoever the 
beginning lies, the fact re- 
mains, that the most prom- 
inent need, nay the most 
crying need, of our days, is 
the SPIRITUAL DIRECT- 
ION OF INDIVIDUAL CA- 
THOLICS EVERYWHERE 
AND LAY APOSTLES OF 
CATHOLIC ACTION  ES- 
PECIALLY! 

OTHERWISE ... THE 
WHOLE MOVEMENT MAY 
COME TO A STANDSTILL 
. . . FOR, BELIEVE IT OR 
NOT, THE LAITY IS SPIR- 
ITUALLY BEGINNING TO 
COME OF AGE. 





Shrines and 
Gardens in Honor 


Of Our Lady 


It is time we began “re- 
citing” another Rosary to 
our Lady. Perhaps the word 
is not “reciting,” nor “say- 
ing”; but “making.” I speak 
of shrines .. . a ROSARY 
OF SHRINES. Little shrines. 
Humble shrines. Big shrines. 
Shrines on front lots, back 
yards, spacious. gardens, in 
the country and in the city. 
Let us dot our fair land with 
them. 

We have begun at Madon- 
na House. As Eddie explains 
in another article in this 
issue, we use the upper half 
of an old boat, paint it as 
fancy moves us, put a shelf 
in it, and place there a 
statue of our Lady that has 
been made weatherproof via 
one of the hundred plastic 
paints on the markets to- 
day. 

On the road we have a 
shrine to our Lady of Fa- 
tima. On a little island we 
own, we have one to St. 
Anne. We will have more. 

Children going to school 
pause and say a wee prayer 
before our Lady. Adults, 
bent on many an_ errand, 
smile and make the sign of 
the Cross, or stop for a few 
moments. 


Before we erect the Shrine 
we make a garden, a very 
special garden that anyone 
can make. Even if he hasn’t 
a half-boat, and is minus a 
large enough statue one can 
make a shrine of the same 
garden — for it is Mary’s 
Garden. It is Mary’s because 





all the flowers in it are 
named after Her. 
Listen . . . OUR LADY’S 


LOOKING GLASS .. . OUR 





LADY’S MANTLE ... OUR 
(Continued on Page Four) 
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SHRINES AND GARDENS 


(Continued from Page Three) 
LADY’S EARRINGS .. 
OUR LADY’S TRESSES ... 
MARY’S GOLD .. . MARY’S 
THISTLE . . . OUR LADY’S 
KEYS ... EYES OF MARY 
... OUR LADY’S MODESTY 
. . OUR LADY’S TEARS .. 
OUR LADY’S BEDSTRAW 

. . and there are more. 

Wouldn’t it be lovely to 
take as a family project... 
a school project .. . a village 
or town project, and maybe, 
someday, a national project 
—to have MARY’S FLOW- 
ER GARDENS ALL OVER 
CANADA AND THE U.S.A.? 
It is so easy ...so simple.. 
so beautiful and so lasting. 
The flower choice includes 
annuals and perennials. The 
expense is small. The work 
easy. 

Why don’t we begin? Now 
is the time to seed the per- 
ennials so that we may have 
blooms next year. 

Interested in this kind of 
Rosary? A rosary of shrines 
or gardens, or both? Then 
write at once to MARY’S 
GARDENS, 901 South 47th 
Str., Philadelphia, Pa., for 
their catalogue. With it they 
will send you the lovely 
prayer for Gardeners, which 
goes as follows: 

“AND WHENSOEVER YE 
SHALL PLANT, OR GRAFT, 
IT SHAL BE MEETE AND 
FOOD FOR YOU 
“TO SAY AS FOLLOWETH 
... IN THE NAME OF THE 
THE HOLY GHOST, 
AMEN.” (And say the Lord’s 
prayer, adding): 

“LORD GOD HEARE MY 
PRAYER, AND LET THIS 
MY DESIRE OF THEE TO 
BE HEARD. THE HOLY 
SPIRITE OF GOD WHICH 
HATH CREATED ALL 
THINGS FOR MAN AND 
HATH GIVEN THEM FOR 
OUR COMFORT, IN THY 
NAME, LORD, WE SET, 
PLANT, GRAFT, DESIRING 
THAT BY THY MIGHTY 
POWER THEY MAY IN- 
CREASE AND MULTIPLY 
UPON THE EARTH, IN 
BEARING PLENTY OF 
FRUIT, TO THE PROFIT 
OF ALL FAITHFUL, 
THROUGH CHRISTE OUR 
LORD. AMEN!” 





Cover Your 
Seat Covers 








So, I bought the new car. 

The salesman pointed out 
all the newest wrinkles, 
gadgets, improvements, that 
made this, he said, the car 
of the century. 

Seat of Comfort 

But he especially pointed 
out the upholstery of the 
seats. Luxurious, deep, soft- 
piling. No expense had been 
spared by his company. Re- 
search departments had 
made this of the finest 
yarns, had studied the tech- 
niques of the Arabian rug- 
makers, and one knew how 
their rugs wore for centur- 
ies. He quoted the tensile 
strength of the threads that 
went into its making; the 
special dyes that would never 


fade from sun; the resiliency 
of the concealed springs; the 
quality of the stuffing, and 


-|many other quotable things 


that made me realize that in 
these seats, and seat cush- 
ions, I really had the super- 
lative in car seats. 


Then I went to my favor- 
ite gas station. Joe, the at- 
tendant, looked over my new 
car; and I beamed when he 
noted the seats. “Wow! What 
cushions.” He felt their ma- 
terial, knowingly shaking 
his head. But, he said, 
“they’re much too good. You 
want to keep them clean, 


more when you go to turn 
the car in.” 


Moreover, he added, this 
material was very hot to sit 
on, it was hard to slide in 
and out of the car, and what 
I needed, really, was the 
new super-duper Surang- 
Outang plastic plaid seat 
covers. Why, everyone was 
getting them; and they were 
only thirty-five dollars. They 
were especially called Out- 


thread in the plaid which 
gave them a very modern- 
istic tang. So, I bought the 
seat covers. 
Seat of Trouble 

The next week I was park- 
ing my car in the down- 
town parking station. I 
noticed the attendant very 
carefully brought along a 
small transparent plastic 
sheet which he carefully 
draped over my plaid seat 
covers. I asked him how 
come. He told me that every- 
body now was doing it; that 
although seat covers are 
washable, still to prevent 
washing, everybody was buy- 
ing this new plastic sheet 
which saved the seat covers. 
You never had to wash 
them. And they were only 
five dollars. So I bought the 
plastic sheet, damaged one 
thumb in installing it; but 

In the back seat, over the 
blanket cord, I had a color- 
ful blanket, that all my 
friends insisted upon calling 
a “rug.” I’d say “blanket”; 
and they’d say, condescend- 
ingly, “No,—rug. You know, 
like a steamer rug.” Well, 
one of them suggested that 
since it was so colorful it 
was a Shame to waste it in 
the back where it was never 
seen; and it was all the 
style now to drape the front 
seat with a rug. 


But—I fooled you—I left 

it in the back! 
Seat of Iniquity 

So, I went to turn that 
car in. The salesman walked 
around it and said, “MMmm, 
no white walls! We'll have 
to take those old tires off 
for the next buyer and put 
on white walls. That’ll cost 
us a hundred. The surface is 
bad, very bad. Do you have 
a garage, or did you leave 
this out all the time?” 


But he never even looked 
inside. So I called this to his 
attention. The interior was 





flawless, and had mth I 
Outang seat covers protect- 
ed by a plastic sheet. He dis- 


because in that way, you get|P 


ang because there was a tan]. 





missed it, saying they would 
have to replace the seat 
covers anyway which would 
cost them thirty-five dollars 
for the next customer. 

I’m using the original 
seats on this car — which, 
my salesman assures me, is 
the car of the century. 

But all the time I’m writ- 
ing this, an idea has been 
eluding me; and it suddenly 
came through. Grandma! 

Grandma had a= front 
parlor. The blinds were al- 
ways drawn to save the wall- 
aper. For whom? The furn- 
iture was always covered. To 
save it, for whom? The best 
silver and china practically 
never came out. Why? 

As of now, ’ma_ rebel 
against heredity and hoard- 
ing. 





in the Young Catholic 
Workers. I hope and pray 
that all I do is tops with 
You, for You know I would- 
n’t do anything that would 
hurt You; for You have suf- 
fered enough for me, and 
everyone else. 

I’d like to thank You, too, 
from the bottom of my 
heart, for sending us Father 
Power to be our coach. It’s 
a pretty hard game to play, 
and we need the best coach. 
You couldn’t have made a 
better choice, God. Fr. Pow- 
er knows and understands 
us all. Please take good care 
of him. 

Just one more thing. Will 
you say hello to your Mother 
for me and tell her I think 
of her often — and thank 
her for giving us her won- 
derful Son? I love You, God. 
And I love your Mother too. 


JOY 


ia the gigantic 


~sccret of the 


CHRISTIAN 
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Y.C.W. Girl Writes 
A Letter to God 


By Betty Welling 

Dear God: Would You 
help me be a “sport” in this 
game of life? I’m not asking 
for any special place in the 
line-up. Place me where You 
need me most. I’m only ask- 
ing for the stuff, so I can 
give You a hundred percent 
of what I’ve got. If all the 
hard drives come my way, 
well—thanks for the com- 
pliment! 

Please help me remember 
You won’t let anything 
come along that You and I 
can’t handle together; and 
help me to take the bad 
breaks as part of the game. 
Make me thankful for them; 
and help me always to play 
on the square, no matter 
what the other players do. 
Make me a “regular girl” 
with those others. Help me 
never to make excuses or to 
say that I had a raw deal. 

Help me never to go a- 
stray; keep me in Your pro- 
tection, and keep me on the 
ae rie a 

ad, , I want to thank 
You for everything I have 
received in the past, and all 
I will receive in the future, 
knowing everything comes 
from You. But what I want 
to thank You most for is 
choosing me to be a leader 








BLUE LADY 


By Mary Hartney 











— grace-bejeweled finger- 
s 


p 
Be on my sin-dulled, muted 
lips, 
Touching into song 
Images that throng 
All my thoughts among 
Making my heart strong. 
May thy reclaiming influ- 
ence destroy 
Inclinings to aught else but 
thee, 
Blue Lady, Joy. 


For whither so my weary 
eyes may rest, 

There thou art — in very 
heaven drest! 

Thy glorious gracefulness 
from the blue sea 

Doth rise to walk my garden 
path with me. 

And all the slim, blue sway- 
ing larkspur stalks 

Are stilled—in sacred quiet- 
ness that talks 

As music, fearful sweet unto 
my soul; 

The voice that all my striv- 
ings doth control 

Echoes in each chaste blue, 
oh, sweetest Mother, 

Thou light and air and sea 
and sky and every other 

Gift. For all are caught to- 
gether, bound in Thee, 


All beauty, all delight I 
know or see— 


Blue air, blue sky, blue sea, 
drip from thy hand— 
Even as spreads. the blue, 
flower-patterned land, 
To mingle delicately 
An azure symphony 
Of praise and love to thee, 
My sweet, Blue Lady. 





After 
Reading Peguy 


By Sister Therese, C.S.J. 











“To do penance and to a- 
mend my life. 

Amen.” 

Yes, but when? 

Didn’t I say those selfsame 
words last week? 

And the week before? 

And what is more, 

Haven’t I said them every 
night 

Before I put out the light 

And got into bed, 

And another day 

Slipped pitilessly, 
over my head? 


forever, 


“To do penance 

And to amend my life. 

Amen.” 

But when, when? 

How do I know how many 
days are left 

To do penance, 

To amend my life? 

Amen. 


Days are like little slippery 
eels 

That slither through my 
limp fingers 

When I’m not looking. 

Last week I said the three 
Hail Marys. 

Surely, that’s true. 

Only 


I promised to do 

Penance, and to amend my 
life. 

Amen. 


There are so many other 
things to do— 

Eating and sleeping, 

Talking and reading and 
work 

That has to be done— 

Before you know it another 
day is through; 

And there I am beside my 
bed again, 

Resolving 

To do penance 

And to amend my life. 

Amen. 


Some night 

I will turn the light out 
And the last little eel will 
escape. 

And then 

It will be too dark, 

It will be too late 

To do penance, 

To amend my life. 

Amen. 
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